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especially to tell her that if she did not forbid her
daughter, Penny, to see Lampiron any more she
would be considered a ruined girl. Yes, himself and
Mrs. Braund had gone too far. He knew as surely
as that he was now sitting, his back against the hard
red dusty carriage, his arm around Penny, that his
time was short.

Well ... he would enjoy this day. So he bent
and kissed her cheek and, a moment later, they
jerked their way into Bole Sands Station.

* Wake up, darling.   We're there/

She woke up, looked about her, stretched her
arms, smiled. Then they were happy. Any care,
any fear, any thought of the future, left them
altogether. They had never, from the beginning of
their friendship, known any awkwardness. That
sympathy and ease sprang from a perfect unanalysed
understanding, something very rare and quite in-
dependent of age, sex, nationality. So many lovers
watch every step taken with fear, but Lampiron and
Penny loved one another so instinctively that they
could be no more afriaid of their relationship, once
they had made their rules, than they could of
breathing or sleeping.

Bole Sands Station stands on the very edge of the
sands that run, when the tide is out, to a great distance
beyond Condall Rock. This morning the sea was
far away, a glittering dazzling curtain of sun and
light, swinging above the hot sparkling pale amber
sand. To the left were the Torle Rocks and Hunter's
Cave and Pollen Cave. The tide would turn about
midday. First they bought some papers from the
station bookstall. Lampiron bought the Weekly
and a detective story. Then they bought